EUROPE REOPENED

bowing, I was admitted under escort to a wing of the build-
ing where the political prisoners were walking up and down
a broad corridor, from which their cells opened on either
side.
Toller was an eager, nervous man under thirty, whose
eyes betrayed the mental strain of his imprisonment He
led me into his cell, where in a top corner was built the
swallows' nest about which he had written The Swallow-
Book. He read me passages of this long poem while the
warder, on a stool by the doorway, sat looking vacantly
before him. Outside, the other prisoners padded up and
down. It would be strange indeed if human beings, thrown
together in this extraordinary situation of Toller and myself,
should not feel an instant friendship. If this feeling grew
less in future years in London and elsewhere, it was because
Toller's real creative period ended with his release. I could
not be interested in his politics, which were of the senti-
mental left-wing rather than the communist order, or in his
Weltschmerz. But for a while he wrote marvellous things,
and he touched expressionism with poetry.
We parted after a short hour which had been allowed for
the interview, having agreed about the transktion both of
the play and the poem (the latter was brought out by the
Oxford University Press a year afterwards). I took leave
of the governor of this gaol and drove, not back to Augs-
burg, but to the old town of Ingolstadt on the Danube,
whence I could take the evening train to Munich. Toller
had told me that if only he could be let out of prison, he
would spend the first three days of freedom in running about
a forest. At dinner over my bottle of Steiuberger I recall
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